
The Wounded at Fort Schuyler—Inci -
dents, Accidents and Reflections. 

U. S. GENERAL HOSPITAL, FORT 
SCHUYLER, N. Y., July 31, '63. 

MR. EDITOR:—Having at present a plenty of 
spare time during the long and warm days of 
July and August, I know of no better way than 
to while away some of the dreary hours by 
penning a few lines to the columns of your pa-
per, which is so widely circulated among the 
many friends of the troops in the field, and also 
at present in the U. S. Hospitals. And, as usu-
al, I wish to communicate to the friends of 
members of Regiments herein mentioned. And 
now, taking the above statement for the foun
dation of this letter, I will state that I received 
a letter from the 126th Regiment, N. Y. V., 
bearing date the 28th inst., from a member of 
the same, Geo. J. Rose, a former resident of 
Victor, Ontario Co., New York. The substance 
of it as regards the regiment, is as follows: 

We have been moving south as fast as circum
stances would permit. We have passed Harp-

er's Ferry and so on through Loudon Valley; 
but have now halted for a short time near War-
renton. He farther says that the company (D) 
is now commanded by Lieut. S. F. Lincoln, in 
the absence of Capt. Charles A. Richardson. 
He also states, we have had a very hard time 
during this long and tedious march, and when 

near Harper's Ferry we came dum, (or some 
other word composed nearly of the same let-

ters) nigh starving. And concludes by adding, 
that most of the boys stood it well, and are all 
in good spirits. 

In regard to those who are here as patients, 
they all appear to be getting along nicely, and 
those who appear the worst have friends from 
home with them, and they are trying to get 
leave of absence, and as they meet with some 
encouragement, this gives the patient joy as 
it would to the thousands of others who 
are denied the privilege for the present. 
But they all live in hopes, and in this 
respect many live in vain and by it are 
sadly disappointed. By it they are brought to 
realize how strong the ties are with which they 
are bound. 

As to the members of the 108th who are here 
there are four from Co. F, who are doing well 
and appear to enjoy hospital life with the air of 
true soldiers, obedient and patient. 

And now as to the affairs at the hospital in 
charge of Dr. Barthlon. Everything up to 
yesterday appeared to be well regulated for the 
care of the wounded brought from Gettysburg 
Competent and kind surgeons ready to perform 
the difficult operations which are always neces-

sary after every battle, especially the one re-
ferred to above; good nurses on hand to meet 
the many wants of the patients; rations issued 
regularly, and also clothes provided in abund-
ance. 

Previous to July 30th the dull monotony of 
our ward was once in a while broken by the 
remarks of our friend P. G., a native of Ireland 
And as "a little fun now and then is relished by 

the wisest men," I will mention them in order 
to break the monotony of a letter from an in-

mate of a hospital. A discussion took place 
here as to what was the best thing a man could 
have been before enlisting, provided he lost his 
left arm. The native spoken of took the side 
of a "rale, ginuine fiddler." "Well," says 
another, "how is he going to hold his fiddle?" 

file:///near


"Wid his chin, to be sure,—the same as any 
other." Up speaks another and wishes to know 
how he can finger and tune it. "And shure," 
says P., "and couldn't he git one already 
tuned?" 

As the conversation here often turns upon 
the way men are used as compared with officers, 
and as P. G. has a hand generally in all talks of 
this kind, he said he did not know hut what 
officers were always considered men until he 
went once to buy some tobacco of a sutler on a 
Sunday morning. He stated: "I went to the 
sutler and asked him if he had any tabackay." 
He told me had. I asked him to give me two 
plugs. He speaks up very short, and says, I 
don't sell any to men. Don't sell any to men, 
says I; and sure, says I, you don't sell any to wo
men. No, says he, I don't sell only to officers. 
And why says I, and ain't officers men. And 
faith and he tells that the "don't view them-
selves in that light." Ha, ha, says I. Says P. 
G., I see what ye are. You try to pass me beat 
some time when I am on guard and I will make 
ye mark time at the point of the bayonet, until 
the officer of the guard comes to your rescue. 

But now our attention is called from remarks 
of this kind to the whistle of the boat, which is 
about to land here with wounded soldiers, who 
were taken prisoners and paroled at Charleston 
by the rebels, and sent to Hilton Head and 
thence to this place for treatment. Three of 
them are now in our ward. They are all badly 
wounded and only one of them can live but a 
few days from all appearances. I find one 
wounded in the thigh and right elbow joint; an
other with one foot off and the other waiting for 
the saw and knife as soon as he is able, and also 
his right arm; but I fear death will close the op
eration soon. The third one has a ball through 
his right lung. I find by conversation with them 
that one is from your city, out of the 100th, Co. 
C.; his name is Michael McGuire. The others 
are from the New England States. The Roches
ter man is the best off, as he has good spirits, 
and has money, which is always convenient in 
hard and needy times. He states that no doubt 
Charleston will soon fall into our hands; and 
may this prove true. 

But now we hear music, and on looking out 
of the door notice that a detachment of sold
iers, headed by a band of music, are marching 
in rear of the hospital to the fort to camp 
awhile. The men looked nearly tired out with 
fatigue, and were not closed up in very good 
military style. You would notice among the 
number a few small boys, seemingly not more 
than ten years old, carrying a drum and knap
sack, which would weigh as much as half their 
heads and all their body. Along with the same 
troops you would notice a few of the colored 
gentry soldiers, but mind you, they were large 
and healthy looking men, and having but a 
small load on his back compared with the rest, 
unless it was a large haversack to hold rations. 
It is a very common thing, when on a long and 
weary march, to notice a boy of about 15 years 
old trudging along with a gun and all the ac
coutrements, besides the 60 rounds of cart
ridges, each weighing over an ounce, besides 
haversack, canteen, and above all, the lung-
cramping knapsack. In contrast with this you 
will also notice the darkey seated on a fine 
horse, worth, perhaps, $200 or more in green
backs. The reason of this, perhaps, may be 
that it is owing to the constitution of the col
ored race, they being unable to bear the fatigue 
of the many long and weary marches necessary 
to be made in the hottest season of the year. 

The 108th regiment has awful dislike for dar-



kies. Why it is I will leave it for them to say. 
Some of the above race came here for protec
tion during the riot in New York city, but they 
were not frightened so as to change their 
color, for which I attach no blame to 
them for being black. But to that party 
which is so worried as to the condition 
of the negro race previous to the breaking out 
of the present rebellion, I do attach the cause 
in a great measure of our present trouble. I 
will not enter into a splurge about political 
parties. But I would like to see how a govern
ment knapsack and other war utensils furnished 
free for a time for the benefit of a man in the 
United States service, would fit on the backs of 
such men as Greeley, Beecher, and many others 
of the same stamp. I think they would find a 
vast difference between shoving the pen and 
handling a musket and the accoutrements for 
the same. I have tried both, and I profess to 
know. As Smith, the famous razor strop 
man says, a member of the 140th N. Y. Vols. 
he has sold razor strops, and handled a musket, 
and he prefers the former when he can have one 
more left for only 25 cents. A queer chap (like 
many others in the army) this Smith is. He 
saw a man from Monroe county gazing around 
in the woods, where the hospital was establish
ed, at the deadly effects caused by war, he calls 
out as he was devouring a mammoth Pennsyl
vania custard pie: "Hallo, Old Brockport, come 
up here and see a fellow!" Up steps the man. 
He says: "You need'nt think I am cheating the 
government out of this—for I am not; I bought 
it with my own money, saved by selling honest 
razor strops." I conclude this Smith must be 
some relation to the famous John Smith we 
hear so much about. I notice in looking over 
the N. Y. Times that seven lawyers of Canan-
daigua have been drafted, and a few of 
them with whom I am acquainted. But I 
am aware that the little $300 clause will keep 
them safely out for a time. But God knows I 
pity their next client after they pay it, unless 
he is one of the rank Abolitionists of the past 
and present time. And now I would ask, have 
we no reason to lay a part of the blame on this 
class of individuals just mentioned? I believe 
we have, and a pretty strong one, too. Having 
taken the opportunity to convert with the re
bels when a chance was open to me in contact 
with an aid of General ____ of the rebel 
army, who was wounded and takken prisoner at 
the battle of Gettysburg, and I can state that 
this is a fellow of good ...ation and well in-
formed upon all subjects connected with the 
present tumult of the U. S. of America, having 
been in the service since the first crack on Fort 
Sumter. He says John Brown was looked upon 
as a sample of many at the North; ... 

would do, only give them a chance; and this 
until the present time seems to be thoroughly 
instilled into the minds of both officers and 
men in the Southern army. But some of them 
said, be this as it may, we may have to come 
under, as you fellows fight like devils, and we 
have found out that you can fight if you have 
the right kind of leaders. But, say they, you 
change commanders too often. We have al-
ways dreaded General George B. McClellan, and 
this Meade more than all the rest that was ever 
connected with the Army of the Potomac. He 
farther states that McClellan was always feared 
by our generals, and most of them have no 
fear; and this government should have learned 
by this time to hold that which is good, and 
discard that which is false or incompetent for 
the position in which it is placed. 


